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the old Strand Theatre; Wych Street; the old
Tivoli; the Hotel Cecil; and perhaps Burgess'
Fish Sauce Shop, the old tongue-twister. The
Gaiety Hotel came and went before we had time
to get used to it.
When I first knew the Strand the project of
widening it was not even talked of. With that
widening the whole structure of the street has
changed within the recollection of those who
are still in their teens. As I say, it has through-
out its life been marked for constant change.
As the High Street, reflecting always the con-
temporary taste of everyday London, it is never
settled for long. The Strand of the nineties is
now almost obliterated, and the Strand of even
a later period has suffered so much pulling
about that for the middle-aged it is a new street.
Very little of that Strand of 1909, which the
music-halls of that year were inviting us to go
down, remains to-day, and the little that does
appears in a new dress.
Yet, like Piccadilly Circus, it retains enough
of that genius of personality which, in the past,
carried its name in* many songs round the
English-speaking world. It is not now "the
place for fun and noise; all among the girls and
boys," It is hardly the pleasure-street it once
was. That title, if by pleasure we mean theatres
and restaurants, should belong to-day to Shaftes-
bury Avenue, which holds more theatres than